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CHAPTER ONE 


“Daddy, what keeps the stars up in the 
sky? And, why does the sun hide its face at 
night?” 

Such questions as these came from the lips 
of little Catherine, six-year-old Princess of 
Alexandria. 

“Some say that the stars are speckles of 
light coming from the villa of the gods,” an¬ 
swered her father. 

“And for the sun. Well, it too must have 
its rest.” 

King Costus knew that his young daughter 
was not pleased with this answer, but she was 
tired and any answer would do for now. 
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“Isn’t it time for you to go to bed, Cath¬ 
erine? You know that you must take your 
nap before your friends can come to play with 
you.” 

Just then Nina came into the well-fur¬ 
nished room and motioned to the young girl, 
which meant that her bed was ready and wait¬ 
ed for her. Without any fuss, Catherine went 
off to her room with her faithful nurse, and to 
the dreams which only royal children have. 

The wealthy nobleman was glad to have 
the little one out of his sight for awhile. She 
always asked such simple and yet such deep 
questions. Many visitors to the palace had 
often told the king that his daughter had a 
very keen mind, but he had never given it 
much thought. 

Theodora, his wife, entered the room and 
broke into the king’s thoughts by saying: “Why 
have you been indoors on such a lovely after- 
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noon? Now, while you have the time, you 
should be enjoying the gardens which the good 
people of our land have built for your pleas¬ 
ure.” 

“I have no time for pleasure these days, 
my dear. Too many things have come up in 
the affairs of the government and, too, there’s 
our own child.” 

“O Costus! What is wrong with Cath¬ 
erine?” 

“Nothing is wrong with her. It’s just that 
I have been thinking about her schooling.” 

“Schooling?” asked the Queen. 

“Yes. It’s about time our little one started 
her education.” 

Both agreed on this matter, so in a short 
time the childish laughter of Catherine was no 
longer heard around the palace grounds. She 
had been sent to a famous Egyptian school, 
nestled close to the shore of the Mediterranean 
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Sea, where she was to be instructed like the 
children of all wealthy families. 

Catherine was an outstanding student, al¬ 
ways ahead of the other pupils in her class. 
She was quick to understand and pleased with 
all that was laid open to her. 

But as time went on, Catherine grew so in 
knowledge and in wisdom that the teachers at 
the school could no longer help her. She was 
sent back to the palace in order that other mas¬ 
ters, wiser than the ones she had before, could 
be brought in from the great cities of Egypt to 
instruct her in all subjects. 

These men were seven in number and their 
names were: Manelik, Zaidetu, Belicho, Damti, 
Caphero, Denkeli and Gafari. 

Manelik was an interesting person, and 
under him Catherine learned about the wor¬ 
ship of the cat, Ises, and the religious cere¬ 
monies connected with that heathen religion. 


PAGE II 


To Belicho we owe a great deal. He it was 
who taught our future saint the rules of proper 
speech which was so necessary for her to know, 
as we will discover later on in the stoiy. 

Even as a small child, Catherine loved to 
ponder on the stars, so for her, Zaidetu was her 
favorite teacher, since from him she learned 
about the heavenly bodies. 

Damti was the Minister of State, and to 
him fell the charge of showing the King’s 
daughter how to be a princess. 

After spending the first part of the day 
with these four masters, part of the afternoon 
was spent in learning hieroglyphics, the pic¬ 
ture language of the Egyptians. Caphero loved 
to show his pupil how to form the many fig¬ 
ures needed in this work. And how hard she 
tried to learn! 

Denkeli taught history. So from his tongue 
fell all the great events of that wonderful land 
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of the sphinx and pyramids. 

Catherine loved painting, too. So from the 
wise sage, Gafari, the artistic taste of the 
young student was brought forth. 

Many sands of time passed through the 
hour glass of the royal house, and before Cos- 
tus realized it, Catherine had become a wise 
young lady. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

It was a sunny afternoon. One of those 
days of which only the land of the Nile can 
speak. 

Among the cool gardens of the Egyptian 
palace walked Catherine, daughter of the 
greatest nobleman of Alexandria. 

She was beautiful, strong in will and fa¬ 
mous throughout the land for her remarkable 
intelligence. 

Little did she know that she was being 
watched. For way up on one of the many 
porches of the palace sat Catherine’s mother. 

Her mother, Theodora, who had just be- 
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come a follower of Christ, had for a long time 
been worried over the affairs of her daughter. 

For many weeks, now, wealthy men of the 
district had been calling at the palace to see 
Catherine and for the purpose of asking for her 
hand in marriage. 

All the men were pagan. Catherine had 
heard the religion of the Nazarene explained 
to her mother by the holy hermit, Adrian. 
Why could she not believe? 

Theodora joined her daughter in the gar¬ 
den and together they enjoyed its coolness and 
beauty as they walked and talked about the 
future marriage of the young Princess. 

Catherine made it very clear to her mother 
that she would marry no man unless that man 
was someone who was rich, noble, handsome 
and as wise as she. 

Our Saint was soon to meet that Man. 

That same night Catherine had a dream. 
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A dream that she still remembers in heaven, 
and one which she will always want to tell 
throughout eternity. 

What was that dream? Well, Our Blessed 
Mother appeared to Catherine with many holy 
saints. The Virgin told her that those saints 
appearing with her were all of noble blood and 
that she might have one of them for her spouse. 

Of course, Catherine, being a pagan, re¬ 
fused. 

Then the Blessed Virgin introduced Her 
Son, Jesus. 

Now we all know that Jesus is the most 
beautiful of all men. He is wealthy, for does 
He not possess all things? He is a nobleman 
since He belongs to the Royal House of David. 
He is wise because He is God. 

Immediately the heart of Catherine was in 
love with Jesus and she told Our Blessed 
Mother that she wanted Jesus for her spouse 
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and Him alone. 

But Catherine’s heart was soon to find sor¬ 
row. Jesus would not have her! Remember, 
Catherine was still a pagan and for this reason 
Jesus would not take her for His bride. 

Jesus said to Mary: “Mother! I cannot 
take her for My own for she is not beautiful in 
My eyes because she is not baptized.” 

When Catherine arose from her sleep she 
ran to Theodora and cried: “Mother! Mother! 
I have just had a very strange dream. Please 
explain it to me.” 

Of course, her mother thought that it was 
merely a dream and laughed, but when the 
vision was told to her, Theodora saw that the 
Hand of God was at work in the life of her 
daughter. 

That same afternoon Theodora and Cath¬ 
erine told the strange dream to Costus, the 
master of the house. Poor Costus! Neither 
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could he, with all his pagan superstitions, 
make anything out of the dream. So, later on, 
Catherine and her mother agreed to see 
Adrian, the Christian hermit who converted 
Theodora, and tell the dream to him. 

This man was good and wise since he was 
a man of God. 

Immediately Adrian knew what Our Lord 
had tried to tell the young Princess in the 
dream, and explained it to her. 

“Jesus Christ would like to have you for 
His spouse, dear Catherine,” he said, “but He 
cannot accept you because you are still in sin. 
You must become a Christian and be baptized. 
For through the holy Sacrament of Baptism 
your soul will be made clean and beautiful, 
like the soul of the One you desire. Your spir¬ 
itual beauty will be so wonderful that Jesus 
will not be able to refuse you, and He will 
want you with all His Heart.” 
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Our Saint was very happy to hear these 
words, and Catherine realized how sinful she 
really was. Then it was that she determined 
to learn about the Divine Nobleman so that 
she might become more like Him. 

Day after day Catherine went to the mod¬ 
est cave of the holy hermit. First he told her 
how the good God out of love had made the 
world for His own glory and for the human 
race He was to create. The story of Adam and 
Eve, Catherine found very interesting; but 
felt very sorry when she heard of their disobe¬ 
dience to God. 

“Did God punish them?” she asked. 

“Yes, my child. He drove them out of para¬ 
dise, and ever since that time sadness and suf¬ 
fering have been the lot of man.” 

Adrian then went on to tell Catherine how 
God, in His mercy, promised Adam and Eve 
to send a Redeemer to them Who would repair 


PAGE 20 


the evil that they had caused in the world. 

“And did God send this Redeemer?” the 
Princess asked. 

Adrian smiled as he answered, “Yes,” and 
told Catherine the lovely story of the Nativity. 

Oh! How our Saint loved to hear the story 
of the birth of Jesus. Poor Adrian! He just 
could not tell the story often enough. 

Catherine enjoyed hearing about the child¬ 
hood days of our Lord, too, and wished that 
she had been as good to her mother and father 
as Jesus had been to Mary and Saint Joseph. 

How sad the story of the Passion made the 
heart of our little Egyptian friend. 

“I’ll never, never sin again,” Catherine 
told the holy hermit, “if that is what Jesus had 
to suffer because of my sins.” 

But her heart was made happy again when 
she learned that Our Lord founded his Holy 
Church on earth, and that it was through this 
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Church that Jesus wished to be loved, served 
and adored. 

As the days slipped by, this maiden of 
Alexandria learned well our Holy Faith, and 
her Egyptian love for Our Lord became very 
strong. 

After the required length of time was spent 
under the direction of the wise Adrian, Cath¬ 
erine was baptized, which made her soul a 
thing of beauty and of much value in the eyes 
of God. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

Catherine was very happy, now that she 
was a Christian. 

“How good God is to have given me the 
gift of Faith,” said the wise Princess to her 
mother. 

“Never before have I had such joy and 
peace as I have now. And I know that it has 
all come to me through the reception of the 
Holy Sacraments.” 

Now, Catherine, being a member of Roy¬ 
alty, possessed much wealth; but from among 
all her riches, she prized the Sacraments of 
Holy Church as the most precious. Truly, she 
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was a wise young lady. 

The Christian education, given to Cather¬ 
ine by the good hermit Adrian, brought out 
and developed many virtues in our Saint. 

For instance: The fair Princess used to be 
very sharp spoken and demanding of the many 
servants that were employed in the palace for 
her comfort. But now, Catherine saw Our 
Lord in these same servants and remembered, 
too, that each one of them was a Temple of the 
Holy Ghost. Therefore, she treated them with 
respect and kindness recalling the words of 
Jesus: “What you do to the least of My breth¬ 
ren, you do unto Me.” 

Oh! If only we would imitate the good 
Saint in this respect. How much happier our 
lives would be and we would make God very 
happy, too. 

Now that the kind Princess had a taste of 
Christian joy, she was soon to experience a 


PAGE 24 


great sorrow. 

King Costus, her father, had been called 
away to a terrible war which was being fought 
on the shore of the Mediterranean Sea, not too 
far from the famous school which Catherine 
attended while a young girl. 

During the most savage part of the battle 
the King was wounded, and it was while on 
the journey back to his palace that Costus 
passed away. 

It was hard for Catherine to lose her 
father, but she knew that it was God’s Holy 
Will that he should die. 

“If God wills it this way, I will it, too,” 
she said. 

After the burial of her royal father, in one 
of the great Pyramids near Alexandria, the 
Princess was crowned Oueen. 

How happy the people were to have good 
Catherine for their ruler! And their happiness 


PAGE 25 


















was not without reason, for Oueen Catherine 
loved the poor and saw in each member of her 
kingdom a soul purchased with the Blood of 
Christ. 

As the days sped by, Catherine grew deeply 
in love with Our Lord, and wanted with all 
her heart to see Him again. 

Jesus, too, was willing to pamper the 
young Queen. So, one night when all was 
quiet in the great palace, Jesus again appeared 
to Catherine in a dream. 

The Heavenly King told Catherine that 
He was very pleased with her, and that He 
loved her very much since the day she was 
baptized. 

“Now that you have received the Holy 
Sacrament of Baptism, Catherine, you share 
in all My merits. Because of this, you are very 
pleasing to Me and I wish to have you for My 
bride.” That is what Jesus said to Catherine, 
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and then He placed a beautiful ring upon her 
finger. 

The next morning, when the sun was just 
creeping across the marble floor of the palace 
room, Catherine awoke, looked at her tapered 
finger and actually saw a mark left upon it by 
the wedding ring which Jesus had given her. 

How happy Catherine was! A spouse of 
Christ, at last! 

Joyfully Catherine told her mother all that 
had happened in the dream, and Theodora 
was very glad for her daughter. 

“How good God is to our family, Cather¬ 
ine, to choose one of its members for His be¬ 
loved. You must always be a good and holy 
spouse of Jesus.” 

Catherine was happy to hear these words 
of her mother, because she knew that God was 
speaking to her through His representative. 

Our parents are God’s representatives, you 
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know. And we must always obey them in all 
that they tell us to do, so long as what they 
ask of us is not sinful. 

Now, more than ever before, Catherine 
loved Our Lord with a true love, and always 
had Him in her thoughts. Jesus was her only 
joy and to Him she would bring many souls. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


It was early morning and already the gate 
keepers of the city were busy checking in the 
crowds that were pouring into Alexandria. 

There was no religious festival nor a na¬ 
tional holiday to be celebrated. One could tell 
this after having looked at the men, women 
and children who came through the city gates. 
These people were leaving fear, unhappiness, 
and trouble behind them. Some carried their 
few belongings on their backs or pushed and 
pulled them in small carts. Children were wide 
eyed. Some were crying and all were dirty. 
The faces of the men and women spoke of fear 
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and helplessness. 

“Where are you people from?” asked a 
merchant of a tired and hungry family which 
was pushing its way among the crowd in the 
street. 

“We are from the village of Aswan,” an¬ 
swered the weary traveler, “and we have jour¬ 
neyed here to Alexandria with the hope of 
building our home with you friendly people.” 

The old city peddler was glad to learn that 
more families were moving into Alexandria, 
for the more citizens a city has, the more pow¬ 
erful that city is. 

“Before you can make our town your own,” 
uttered the merchant, “you must go to our 
Queen and receive her permission to stay with 
us and to build your house. Come! I will take 
you to the palace.” 

A short time later, the exhausted traveler, 
his family and the Alexandrian merchant were 
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brought before the good Queen. The merchant 
addressed our Saint. 

“Gracious Oueen Catherine, I have ush¬ 
ered before you a poor man from the city of 
Aswan. His name is Minus, and he wishes to 
make his home with us in Alexandria, and to 
bring up his children in the peace and happi¬ 
ness which our city offers.” 

After the city merchant finished speaking, 
Her Majesty gracefully bent down from her 
royal throne and looking at Minus said: “You 
and your family are most welcome to our city. 
But tell me! Why have you moved away from 
your native city, Aswan?” 

“Lady Catherine,” answered Minus, “we 
love our little town of Aswan very much. But, 
we are Christians, and all who profess to follow 
Christ and refuse to adore the false idols of 
Emperor Maximinus in our town are either 
put to death or made to work as slaves in the 
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building of public houses. We know that we 
are safe living in your kingdom, because you 
are truly a Christian Queen.” 

“Gladly I give my permission for you and 
your loved ones to stay with us,” said Cather¬ 
ine. “Serve the good God well and you will be 
at peace in Alexandria.” 

How happy Minus was to hear those words. 
Now he was free to love the true God again 
without fear. 

With all his heart the new citizen showed 
his thankfulness to our Queen and found Chris¬ 
tian joy. 

For days after Minus, his family and friend 
had left the throne room of the immaculate 
palace, Catherine was still very uneasy. The 
thought of so many of her fellow Christians 
suffering for their Faith in the city of Aswan 
made her unhappy. Day after day she asked 
God to take away their trials and sorrows, but 
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it seemed that the Heavenly Father had other 
plans. 

Instead of the persecution dying out, it 
grew like a fanned fire, and made its way to 
other cities. 

Quena, Sallum, and Asyut were other vil¬ 
lages added to the list of its prey. Men, 
women, and even little children, were suffering 
great things for Jesus Christ. 

How cruel and brutal those Egyptian rulers 
were to make their fellow men live in pain. 
And the very name of Jesus, instead of bring¬ 
ing peace to their souls like It should, brought 
only wild desires and unhappiness to the Em¬ 
peror’s heart. 

Every day news of the growing persecution 
was brought to Catherine, and she feared. 

“Suppose the fight against the Christians 
would reach Alexandria. Many of our good 
people would have to suffer much. Many 
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would die, but worst of all, many would aban¬ 
don their God.” Such thoughts as these went 
through the mind of the beautiful Queen, and 
such thoughts were not foolish. 

Soon that fire called persecution became 
so great, so glowing, that it was lapping at the 
very gates of Catherine’s happy kingdom. 

Now, instead of Christian families coming 
to Alexandria for help and safety, they were 
fleeing its crumbling walls; running away and 
leaving it to be destroyed by hate. 

Each dawn brought new sounds to the 
city. Horrible sounds! Sounds that would 
freeze the very heart of any gallant knight. 

The roar of wild animals being fed with 
Christian flesh could be heard through the still 
air. The crack of the whip as it came down 
across the body of some Christ-loving soul, and 
the scream of a child as it was cast into the 
flames shook the morning dew from its rest- 
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ing place. 

Not only these hideous noises were heard, 
but also the clamor, loud talking and all that 
is brought about through drunkenness and 
other sins. 

The pagan persecutors were going insane 
with sin, and enjoying every pleasure that they 
could find. But, oh! How the followers of 
Jesus suffered! 

So far the household of the Queen had not 
been bothered by the heathen rabble. Holy 
Mass was celebrated every day in the palace 
chapel, and each member living under the 
royal roof kept his or her soul spotless in order 
to be more worthy of the martyr’s crown. 

Back in the Egyptian village of Aswan, the 
wicked Emperor Maximinus had carried out a 
savage plan. He ordered a festival for the gods 
to be held. All the Christian and other inhabi¬ 
tants of the town were to offer incense to the 
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idols. Anyone who refused was arrested and 
thrown into prison. Almost the entire city was 
in slavery. These poor people were used in 
the building of a great pyramid. Their task 
was not the cutting and the hauling of the 
solid blocks of stone to be used. No! That 
would be too easy for those who scorned 
Maximinus. Our holy martyrs were made to 
lie in the road where the large stones were to 
pass. Thousands were crushed and reduced to 
slime in order to make the road oily, slippery, 
and smooth. This was done so that the work¬ 
men could slide the heavy blocks of stone over 
the rugged paths. 

Maximinus thought that such a terrible 
death would be enough to frighten the Chris¬ 
tians into giving up their Faith, but the Em¬ 
peror was mistaken. God gave those holy 
Egyptian souls the grace needed to suffer such 
a death for Him. Gladly they placed them- 
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selves before the oncoming stones. Some even 
sang beautiful songs as the crushing loads came 
forward. How happy they were to die for 
Christ! 

But in the city of Alexandria, some Chris¬ 
tians did not love Our Lord with such a great 
love. When told to offer incense to the lifeless 
idols, they did. When encouraged to curse 
Christ, they cursed Him. 

Those citizens who did neither of those 
things still gave up the true God by signing- 
false papers which said that they had obeyed 
the Emperor’s command. 

Yet, not all in the city were cowards. Many 
were beheaded, burned at the stake, scourged 
and tossed to wild bulls out of love for the 
Saviour. Heaven was being filled with holy 
souls from Egypt. 

One day, while Catherine was saying her 
daily prayers, shouts of any angry mob were 
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heard as it passed by the palace grounds. 

“What is the cause of such noise?” asked 
the Queen. 

Then Catherine learned that Emperor 
Maximinus himself was in Alexandria. 
Tonight, more Christians were to die. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

Once again the early morning rays of the 
Egyptian sun tiptoed their way into a palace 
window. Across the floor they ran and up the 
gigantic stairs until they finally burst into the 
royal bedroom of the Emperor Maximinus. 

There, lying in his bed, was the mighty 
ruler, huge, ugly, and reeking with the odor of 
spilt wine. This man, completely weakened 
from the night before, looked like anything but 
a powerful leader. He was not asleep, but only 
lay there wide eyed and full of misery. All the 
gold, ivory, and jewels by which he was sur- 
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rounded did not make him happy. Lust for 
all earthly pleasures had grabbed hold of him 
and would not let him free. 

Even now, Maximinus was thinking of 
what that new day was to bring. 

His Royal Court was to be in session. Many 
Christians were to be on trial and he, the Em¬ 
peror, was to be their judge. 

Suddenly servants entered the hushed room 
and each went about his task of dressing the 
royal person. 

“Fool! Why do you have to be so rough 
with your emperor? Can’t you put the slippers 
on my feet with a little more grace?” bellowed 
Maximinus, and then stormed out of the room. 

During his morning meal the Emperor had 
read to him the schedule he was to follow for 
the day. With great delight he listened to the 
names of the poor and unfortunate victims 
who were to be brought before him for profess- 
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ing to be Christians. 

Meanwhile, Queen Catherine had long ago 
finished her breakfast and was preparing to at¬ 
tend the malicious trial with the hope of being 
of some help to her fellow believers. After a 
little visit to Our Lord in her private chapel, 
Catherine and a few of her personal attendants 
started from the palace on their way to the 
busy and crowded city. 

The Queen, dressed in a gown of white 
and partly covered with a cloak of gold, seated 
in a royal carriage and endowed with all the 
beauties of nature, was indeed a beautiful pic¬ 
ture to see. All who noticed her as she passed 
along the way never dreamed of the heroic 
act she was soon to perform. 

Just before entering into the heart of the 
city the carriage was stopped. 

“You cannot go any farther into the town 
unless you walk,” roared a soldier of Emperor 
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Maximinus. “All carts and chariots are for¬ 
bidden to pass through here until the trials 
are over for the day.” 

So, by the time Catherine and her small 
company reached the main square of the city, 
the rabble had been enjoying for some time 
their so-called “festival of the gods.” 

There, seated in front of the pagan shrines 
on a throne of gold and silver, was Maximinus. 

As the name of a prisoner was called out, 
guards pushed the individual before the Em¬ 
peror. 

“Curse this Man you call Christ! Offer in¬ 
cense to my god!” commanded the tyrant. 

Many of the soldiers and some women kept 
pleading with the captives to do what the Em¬ 
peror said, but the Christians were willing and 
even eager to give up their lives rather than 
give up their God. 

Sad to say, not all the prisoners were so 
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brave. Many, when they saw the torture in¬ 
struments, begged to be allowed another 
chance to offer incense. This made Catherine 
unhappy for she realized how offended the 
good God was by such cowardice. 

Having pushed her way through the line 
of guards, Catherine stood directly in front of 
the wicked Emperor and said: “Stop this bru¬ 
tality and sinfulness. You have offended the 
merciful God too much. Be sorry for your sins 
and seek pardon from the Lord.” 

“Who is that girl?” and “How brave she 
is!” were some of the remarks heard from the 
crowd. 

Maximinus, seeing the boldness and beauty 
of Catherine was taken by great surprise. 

“Who are you that you dare to speak to 
your Emperor with such forwardness?” 

“My name is Catherine, and I command 
you to set free these loyal citizens of our town.” 
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“By whose authority do you command 
me?” 

“By my own authority as Queen of Alex¬ 
andria.” 

With those words there arose a great con¬ 
fusion among the people. Many had heard 
of the beautiful Queen and had learned to love 
her because of her kind deeds; but only a few 
had ever seen Catherine before. So this en¬ 
chanting figure was their Queen. And en¬ 
chanting Catherine was, for she made a strik¬ 
ing image as she stood in the open clearing 
while the sun danced across her white robe and 
reflected itself in her cloak of gold. 

Before Maximinus could speak again, 
Catherine spoke: “I offer you my best wishes, 
Emperor, not only out of respect for your of¬ 
fice, but also that I may reason with you, and 
persuade you to acknowledge the Creator of 
the heavens, and to give up your worship of 
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false gods.” 

Then in a speedy manner Catherine told 
the Emperor and the gathering about the God 
of the Christians. She told them about the 
creation of the world, the fall of man, the com¬ 
ing of Christ and His life on earth. She ex¬ 
plained to them what the Heavenly Father 
wanted of His creatures, and how He promised 
an eternity of happiness to all who did His 
holy Will. 

“These things have I told you, O Maxi¬ 
minus, as to a wise and learned man; but now 
tell me, why have you thus gathered this crowd 
to worship the stupidity of the idols?” 

“My idols are powerful and they give me 
all that I ask of them. Look! I even built this 
beautiful and magnificent temple in their 
honor. Has your God such a home?” 

Catherine answered that question with 
such grandeur that all present were dumb- 
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founded. 

“Your idols are devils! My God needs no 
material shrine for He is everywhere and above 
all things. You admire this temple made by 
the hands of men; you admire its adornments 
which will soon be as dust before the face of 
the wind. O Maximinus! You should wonder 
at the heavens and the earth, the land and the 
sea, and all things that are in them. Look up 
at the sky and wonder at its beauty. Instead 
of the puny gems in your temple, look at these 
precious gifts of God: the sun, the moon, and 
the stars. Night and day, from the beginning 
of the world and until its end, they run to the 
West and return to the East and never do they 
weary. And when you have noticed their 
charm, seek and learn Who is more powerful 
than He who made them! From prayer and 
study you will learn to love the God of gods 
and the King of kings, and you will no longer 
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desire to persecute Him or His followers.” 

The Emperor was so startled, so frightened, 
that he could not think of an answer for 
Catherine. 

“O, Lady Catherine, allow us to finish our 
festival and trial. Go to my palace for I wish 
to speak more with you about your God.” 

Now Maximinus really had no desire to 
speak with Catherine about heavenly things, 
but he did admire her keenness of mind and 
her beauty. In fact, the Emperor thought 
Catherine so beautiful that he could hardly be¬ 
lieve his eyes when he first saw her. With all 
his power Maximinus was going to try and win 
Catherine for himself. Little did he realize 
that Catherine was already a spouse. The 
spouse of Christ! 

Shortly after the Royal Lady arrived at 
the Emperor’s palace, Maximinus returned to 
his home and called Catherine before him. 
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“We have heard with what grace, dignity, 
and prudence you can speak, dear Catherine; 
but we could not fully understand all of the 
great mysteries you put before us. So, let us 
start from the beginning. How is it that you 
are a member of Royalty?” 

Catherine began her answer to Maximinus 
by saying: “I have always been taught never 
to speak of myself in praise, for in self-praise 
there is nothing. But, since you ask me con¬ 
cerning my nobility I will tell you, not out of 
pride, but for love of humility. 

“My name is Catherine and I am the only 
child of Costus, the late King of Alexandria. 
My father saw to it that I was well instructed 
in all things and made contented with the 
treasures of this world. But, I have scorned all 
material things and have placed myself under 
the protection of Jesus Christ, my Lord and 
my God.” 
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“Tell me, Catherine. Is your Jesus as pow¬ 
erful as my gods?” 

“Ah, Maximinus! Jesus is Power Itself and 
your idols are foolish clay. Call upon your gods 
when you need help and they cannot hear you! 
Appeal to them in time of danger and they are 
helpless in defending you. My God can do all 
things: heal all troubles, raise the dead to life, 
and even create life itself.” 

“If it be as you tell me, Catherine, then 
you are the only one having the truth, and the 
rest of the world is in error. I will not believe 
what you say about this Christ. Come! Join 
us and we will make you happy.” 

“O foolish Ruler, you know the truth and 
will not follow it. Do not let yourself be a vic¬ 
tim of your sins. For so has the poet spoken: 
‘If you be ruled by the spirit, you will be a 
king but if by the body, a slave’.” 

“I see,” answered Maximinus, “that your 
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arguments for your Christ are very destructive 
to my gods, and I am no equal for you in this 
debate. But, vve will not drop the matter here. 
You have made a fool out of me before the 
people, so I must make an example of you be¬ 
fore something more disastrous befalls me. 
Away with you to the dungeon until I have 
time to think more on this disturbing affair. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

Catherine sat down on the hard wooden 
bench breathing heavily. The manner in 
which the crude soldiers brought her to the 
prison cell was too much for her dainty being. 
She glanced around the small room, and a feel¬ 
ing of fear crept over her entire body. What 
a cell! Nothing like the rich comforts a lady 
of her nobility was used to. Bare, damp, dirty 
walls and floor, a filthy bed of straw, and a 
washing table on top of which was a metal cup 
filled with stagnant water, was all that the 
room had to offer. 

“O, Jesus. I love You with all my heart 
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and I am willing to endure all things for You. 
Help me, my God. Help me, for I am afraid. 
Even though I want to do what is right, I still 
may fall. Jesus, I am weak. Without Your 
grace I can do nothing.” 

That is the way the Martyrs pray and that 
is the way our Catherine prayed. 

The first day in any dungeon is the worst 
day of all. Everything is new to the prisoner: 
the vile smells of the building, the dim light 
caused only by small piercing streams of sun 
grudgingly peeping into the cell, and the 
shocking sounds of torture being carried on 
farther down the hall. 

No sooner was the cell door locked than all 
the riff-raff that worked in the prison had to 
come and see the new victim. Especially, since 
the new captive was none other than the beau¬ 
tiful and delicate Lady Catherine. 

“So that’s the Queen!” slobbered a con- 
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temptible creature who was the prison cook, 
“About time some of your kind had to eat what 
they feed us here.” 

All who were gathered near Catherine’s 
cell enjoyed a good laugh because of the cook’s 
insolence, and many eagerly took their turn at 
heckling the frightened girl. 

“Back to your kitchen, cook. And the rest 
of you return to your posts!” 

It was the voice of Prophyrius, the captain 
of the guards. Many feet moved swiftly down 
the corridors when he gave orders and this 
time was no exception. 

“My Lady, please excuse the way in which 
my men have been acting this morning. Your 
presence here has them all confused and they 
really do not mean all that they say.” 

“Thank you, Captain, for coming when 
you did. Tell me! What is your name?” 

“I am Prophyrius, a captain in the army 
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of Emperor Maximinus and at one time a citi¬ 
zen of your Alexandria. I have come, Lady 
Catherine, to ask you to give in to the Em¬ 
peror. Do what he asks of you. You are young 
and beautiful. Our leader is very fond of you 
and will grant your every desire. Come! Make 
him and yourself happy.” 

“My Prophyrius, why are you so interested 
in me? You beg me as though you were an old 
friend. Tell me! Why are you worried about 
my future?” 

“Dear Catherine, I knew your father very 
well. We were the closest of friends and it is 
for him that I want to save your life. Can’t 
you see? Your father would want you to live 
and enjoy life. He would want you to do what 
Maximinus asks of you. It is only right for me 
to speak for your father.” 

“No, Prophyrius, I cannot do what Maxi¬ 
minus wills. The good God would not like it.” 
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“Why worry about your God’s likes and 
dislikes? Emperor Maximinus told me himself 
that he would place your image in all the im¬ 
portant sections of the city and you would be 
adored as a goddess. You would be made equal 
to your God!” 

“Prophyrius! Speak not like that. You say 
these things because you do not know my God. 
If you knew Him, you would love Him and 
think it nothing to die for Him.” 

“If that is true, Lady Catherine, then tell 
me about this Christ so that I may judge Him 
for myself.” 

Day after day, Prophyrius listened to the 
instructions of Catherine and many of the 
other soldiers listened, too. With awe and love 
they listened to the doctrines of Holy Church 
and learned of the lives of Jesus, Mary, and 
Joseph. 

Luckily for Catherine, the Emperor Maxi- 
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minus had been called away, which made it 
easier for her to teach the little group. But the 
group of Catechumens did not stay small for 
long. Catherine’s holiness and her love for 
souls became so evident that her fame spread 
throughout the prison and even reached to the 
private chambers of Donna, the beautiful wife 
of Maximinus. 

Donna wanted to see this Catherine: 
wanted to learn what it was about this girl 
that fascinated her husband almost to the point 
of being bewitched. Even Donna began to love 
Catherine only from hearing about her. 

Prophyrius, in the still of the night, 
brought Donna to the prison to meet Cath¬ 
erine. He did not want to, because he knew 
that the holy virgin had been tortured far be¬ 
yond her strength that afternoon, and he ex¬ 
pected to find Catherine in extreme pain. 

As they entered the prison they saw a great 
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light streaming from the cell of the young girl. 
Full of fear Prophyrius and Donna entered the 
small room and actually saw two angels of God 
salving the wounds of Catherine. 

Our Saint was very happy to meet Donna 
and immediately told her of the joys of heaven. 
Throughout the night they spoke with one an¬ 
other, and Donna was converted. The next 
day all the soldiers, prisoners, and Prophyrius 
proclaimed Christ to be their God and joyfully 
thanked Him for the gift of Faith. 

When Emperor Maximinus returned he 
was furious to learn of the conversions of his 
soldiers and of his favorite captain. Prophyrius. 

“Even my Donna left me for this Christ!” 
he yelled, and then commanded all the con¬ 
verts to be beheaded. 

“How am I to deal with you, you wench?” 
roared Maximinus at Catherine. “Before I’m 
through with you, you will wish that you had 
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never heard of Christ.” 

Catherine was cast back into her cell once 
again, but this time she was not afraid, nor was 
she weak. God was with her. She had brought 
many souls to Him and she was happy. Let 
tomorrow come! Jesus, the Creator of the new 
day, would watch over her and with Him, all 
things are at peace. 

The following day arrived, but nothing 
happened. Two more days followed and still 
there was nothing but silence in the prison. 
Strange! Even Catherine’s long periods of 

FT 

torture had stopped. Had Maximinus become 
merciful? Had he forgotten about our Saint? 
Indeed not! The wicked Emperor had a plan. 
Revenge lived in his heart and he was still de¬ 
termined to make Catherine appear as a fool. 

Confusing as it must have been to Cath¬ 
erine, instead of tormenting her, the jailers 
gave her extra care and some privileges in the 
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prison. This was done in order to help her 
recover from so much ill usage. You see, 
Maximinus did not want our Queen to appear 
abused when she was brought before his royal 
court. 

After a few days, Maximinus himself came 
to the dungeon to see Catherine. 

“It took much planning, but I finally 
thought of a way to make an example of you, 
fair Catherine. Before the rabble of the city 
you appeared to be fearless and full of wisdom. 
Now, I will show the citizens of the town that 
you are nothing but a weak girl; one who 
knows not her own mind and who cannot be 
trusted. Your people will no longer love you 
when they see what you really are.” 

“That is true, your majesty. I do not know 
myself as well as I should, and if my people 
really knew how great a sinner I am, they 
would surely despise me. But, I do not fear. 
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The good God knows me. He knows my most 
secret thoughts and words. Yes! Even my 
most hidden actions. With Him at my side I 
fear nothing and I will be more powerful than 

55 

ever. 

“Ha! We shall see, Lady Catherine. I 
have summoned some of the greatest minds of 
all Egypt to come to the palace. A few of them 
have already arrived. Tomorrow we will call 
a debate and I am sure that my wise men will 
make you and your God look ridiculous. Until 
then, fair Catherine, pray to your God. You 
will surely need His help.” 

From the guards in the prison the people 
of the city heard about the coming debate. 

“The Queen is wise. She will make the 
learned men look like fools.” 

“Poor Catherine! She is so frail. It is not 
fair for such strong men to be against such a 
weak girl,” were only a few of the remarks 
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uttered by the poor people of Alexandria. 

Throughout the entire night trumpets and 
the heavy sound of horses’ hoofs and carriage 
wheels were heard near the palace gates, an¬ 
nouncing the arrival of other wise old sages of 
Egypt. 

Many a peasant tossed and turned in his 
bed that night. Many a nobleman could not 
sleep. For all knew that a great injustice was 
soon to be carried out against one whom they 
loved. 

Lights burned bright that night in the 
houses of Catherine’s close friends. They were 
at prayer. Entire families kept vigils and 
begged God to come to Catherine’s aid. 

But what about our Saint! Did she toss and 
turn and spend half the night awake? No in¬ 
deed! Soon after the wicked Emperor Maxi¬ 
minus left her lowly cell, Catherine placed her¬ 
self in the hands of her Heavenly Father. She 
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told God how much she loved Him and told 
Him, too, of the great confidence she had in 
Him. With peace in her soul, she slept. God 
was the Ruling Power in her life and with Him 
she was safe. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

It was early morning and the sounds of a 
starting day soon reached the ears of Cather¬ 
ine. Realizing that a new day had been given 
her to praise God, she jumped from her prison 
cot and began her morning prayer. 

“My God, I love You with all my heart, 
with all my soul, and with all my being. May 
all that I do this day be pleasing to You, and 
may every breath that I take be an Act of Love 
for You.” 

From all appearances this was going to be 
just another day. Yet, Catherine knew that 
great things, planned from all eternity, were 
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to take place before the setting of that Egyp¬ 
tian sun. Sublime as those plans were, they 
were more noble than what our Saint ever 

0 

dreamed. 

Today was the date set by Emperor Maxi¬ 
minus for the big debate. Heaven was to fight 
Hell this day, so Catherine sharpened her only 
weapon, prayer. 

Suddenly a great light filled the prison cell 
and all within gleamed as pure as gold. No 
palace suite ever looked so beautiful as that 
modest room; no temple so rich with celestial 
light. A voice was heard: 

“Fear not, O Lady Catherine, for I mean 
you no harm. I am Michael, Archangel of 
Heaven, and I have been sent to you from the 
throne of God. Your Heavenly Father sends 
you His peace and His blessing.” 

“O Holy Michael, I am not worthy of this 
visit. Surely there must be some cause for your 
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coming to me. Help me, O Holy Defender!” 

“The wisdom of devils will be set against 
you this day, my Catherine, but do not worry. 
You will be successful over all evil and you will 
convert your tormentors to Jesus Christ. Many, 
through you, will receive the martyr’s crown 
this day.” 

Just as quietly as the light appeared, it left 
and no longer could be seen the golden cup 
and the amber stones. All was once more nor¬ 
mal in the little room. 

Across the court yard, past her window, 
and into the building came the staccato beat 
of many foot soldiers. Up the stairs, down the 
corridor, and around the corner they came un¬ 
til they stopped before the door of Catherine’s 
cell. The sound of cold metal sliding into a 
steel lock sent a chill up the prisoner’s spine. 
The time had come. All was in order and 
Catherine was ready. 
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“Gome with us! His Majesty, Emperor 
Maximinus, demands your presence at his 
court.” 

Full of confidence and joy, Catherine 
walked between the two rows of guards. With 
love in her heart she set out to conquer souls 
for Christ. 

When they reached the palace, the band 
of soldiers and their prisoner had to wait out¬ 
side the royal room in which sat Maximinus, 
the sages, and many wealthy guests. This was 
not only a debate, but it was also a great cele¬ 
bration. The Emperor felt that he was to be 
victorious, so gaiety was in the air. Dancing 
girls were at their best, and wine flowed freely. 
The Emperor was enjoying himself, so all had 
to wait until Maximinus gave the sign for 
Catherine’s entrance. 

As soon as the signal was given, the beau¬ 
tiful maiden was ushered into the stately cham- 
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ber. Everyone was struck with awe. Cather¬ 
ine’s beauty was unbelievable; her grace inde¬ 
scribable. Her purity and gentleness of soul 
poured over her entire being and the captors 
became captives. 

“O Maximinus,” said Catherine even be¬ 
fore the Emperor had a chance to speak, “what 
sort of justice is this that you set fifty learned 
men against one weak woman? You promised 
them riches and much happiness if they de¬ 
feated me, but for me you promise nothing.” 

“Ha! Why should I promise you a reward, 
Lady Catherine, when I know that you will not 
be able to defend yourself against these 
learned orators?” 

“Do not be too sure of yourself, Your Maj¬ 
esty. God is the Beginning of all wisdom and 
I have Him as my teacher. You may keep 
your earthly rewards. My guerdon will be 
Jesus Christ, Who is the reward of all who 
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fight for Him.” 

“Are you ready for the orators to begin 
their questions?” 

“They may start. Your Majesty.” 

A few of the wise sages rose from their 
chairs and declared that it was unbecoming 
and even impossible for a Supreme Being to 
become man. For God to allow Himself to 
suffer was pure folly. 

Catherine listened to them with great re¬ 
spect, even though they were wrong in what 
they said. The orators were much older than 
she and held legitimate authority over her, 
therefore, she must give them the respect 
which they deserve. 

As soon as they finished speaking, Cath¬ 
erine began to carefully and clearly take apart 
each sentence of their arguments. 

“This should be quite easy for you to un¬ 
derstand. God is an Infinite Being; man finite. 
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Now, man offended this Infinite Being, God, 
by a grave act of disobedience, and in order to 
restore the friendship between God and man, 
an infinite reparation had to be made. Who 
could make that compensation? Man alone 
could not since he is not equal to the One of¬ 
fended. Therefore, God, in His mercy came to 
our aid. Since a man had to make the amends 
because man did the displeasing, God became 
a man. This God-Man, called Jesus Christ, 
completely and fully paid our great debt.” 

While the orators were still speechless, 
Catherine showed them where their favorite 
teachers even predicted the suffering and 
death of a god. 

Silence reigned in the room: the type of 
silence that cuts like a sharp sword. Then one 
of the sages broke the spell Catherine held over 
all present. 

“Is it not far better to adore many gods 
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instead of just one?” 

“O man of wisdom, how simple can you 
be? Would it be of any profit for you to go 
outside and worship the walls of your house, 
or to adore the grass at your feet? Of what dif¬ 
ference is it if the clay is shaped into an idol or 
formed into bricks for your dwellings? Is it not 
still dirt and therefore lifeless? Answer me! 
what profit do you derive from a god of clay?” 

The learned men of Egypt were abashed. 
How could they answer Catherine without con¬ 
demning themselves with their own words? 

Our Saint, seeing that the famous orators 
were speechless, raised her voice in praise of 
the Triune God. Then, with meekness and 
simplicity, she told all present about the good¬ 
ness and love of Jesus Christ. 

With fear in his voice one old orator turned 
to the nervous Emperor and said: 

“O Maximinus, you and all the nation 
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know that never before had any person been 
able to conquer us. But, this noble woman, 
filled with the Holy Ghost, has so won our 
hearts that we know not which way to turn. 
To deny Christ we dare not. To love Him we 
must for He is truly a God of Love.” 

“Fools! You know not what you are saying. 
Are you going to allow a weak girl to confuse 
you? As your Emperor, I demand that you 
defend our gods.” 

“Unless you can give us something to say 
in favor of your gods, we are conquered, and 
will from this day adore only the God of Whom 
Lady Catherine spoke,” answered the oldest 
of the judges. 

“We are even willing to die for Him,” 
spoke another. 

The flame of fury burst forth in the very 
soul of Maximinus, and with all his earthly 
power he condemned the learned men. 
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“Take these wretched fools to the center of 
the city where they are to be burnt alive.” 

But before the pagan soldiers could fall 
upon them, Catherine encouraged the sages to 
persevere in their desire to die for Christ. 

“O Catherine, pray for us for we are not 
baptized.” 

“Fear not! The Baptism of water you need 
not for the flames will cleanse your souls from 
all sin. Today Heaven is yours. I need not to 
pray for you, but you for me.” 

With Christian joy in their hearts and real 
peace in their souls, the truly learned of Egypt 
took possession of their celestial home. 

When the mighty roar of the flames died 
away, the people of Alexandria, instead of see¬ 
ing scarred bones and ashes, found the bodies 
of the holy martyrs beautiful in death, and un¬ 
touched by the fire. 

Now the citizens of the town instead of 
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seeing Catherine as a fool, began to see her as 
a Saint. Her name was praised everywhere, 
while that of Maximinus was lowered to the 
dust. Many souls, who had fallen from the 
Master’s flock, returned and earnestly asked 
God to free Catherine from the wicked grasp 
of Maximinus. 

Naturally, the Emperor hated to see his 
popularity on such a decline, so he prepared 
another plan. Why not ask Catherine to be¬ 
come his queen? The people would like that, 
and Maximinus would once more be in good 
standing with the populace. Would she accept 
his offer? Once before the fair lady refused. 
But, now! Now, he had full power over Cath¬ 
erine and he felt sure all would be well. 

“My dear Catherine, how would you like 
to be Empress of Rome? You are a lovely 
young lady and I am sure you will be happy 
at my villa.” 
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“Ah! Never, your Majesty. You seem to 
forget that I am the spouse of the only King, 
Jesus Christ. For Him alone I live.” 

“Catherine! Why do you not give up this 
fantastic idea of belonging to someone you do 
not even know? Christ is only the dream of 
some idiot’s mind. Wake up and stop wasting 
your life.” 

“Wasting my life? How can I be wasting 
my life when every day that I exist brings me 
new joys and profits from the Lord.” 

“What does Christ give you that is of much 
profit? Look at your fellow Christians. They 
are persecuted night and day and your Christ 
does nothing to help them. Be wise! Come 
with me.” 

“Maximinus, you are a foolish thing. Do 
you not know that my God is the Author of 
all things. Besides giving me many spiritual 
joys, He sends me temporal gifts, also. Tell 
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me! Who in your kingdom has a lover such as 
mine Who sends not only a bouquet of flowers, 
but fields and complete hillsides covered with 
multicolored blossoms just for my enjoyment. 
Even you, O mighty Emperor, with all your 
wealth, cannot equal such rivalry.” 

“How dare you to speak so to me. No one 
is above the Emperor, and you tell me that I 
am not equal to Christ! Your only choice is 
to come with me, Lady Catherine. To set you 
free would be insanity on my part. You for¬ 
get! You made me a fool before the citizens of 
Alexandria and you are going to make 
amends.” 

“Maximinus, I warn you now. Do not 
force me to follow your plans. I belong to 
Jesus and with Him I am to remain forever.” 

“Since you show no weakening to my will, 
Catherine, I have no other alternative than to 
order your death warrant. I had hoped that 
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you would make a wiser choice. Because of 
your youth and beauty, I have desired to 
shower my favors upon you, but you have frus¬ 
trated my every wish.” 

“I have not disappointed you, Your Maj¬ 
esty. You have defeated yourself. From our 
first meeting you should have known that I do 
not desire anything that is not in keeping with 
God’s Will.” 

“Be that as it may. You have foiled my 
plans and you will suffer for it. I have it! A 
torture wheel made up of knives and hooks. 
If I cannot enjoy your beauty, neither will any 
other man. Tomorrow, my Lady, you will be 
so disfigured that society will no longer claim 
you. Death will be your only friend.” 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 


When she left the palace prison for the 
public square, Catherine felt a joy she had 
never felt before. To die for Christ! What a 
privilege it was and how unworthy she knew 
herself to be. 

“There goes Lady Catherine, now.” 

“Poor thing. She is too young and beauti¬ 
ful to die.” 

Such were the sayings of many of the 
people who were standing in the streets or 
watching from their windows as Catherine 
passed by. All the people of the city loved 
their queen and still hoped that some marvel 
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or some supernatural act would take place 
which would free the lovely girl. Who knows? 
Maybe some brave Egyptian warrior, clad in 
all the romance of his land, might swoop down 
upon the frail maiden and reopen for her the 
gate of life. 

Of course, Catherine longed for none of 
the hopes that her people held. To be with 
Christ was her only desire, and this wish was 
soon to be fulfilled. 

Through many side and narrow streets 
passed the royal captive with her band of 
guards. Little did the soldiers realize that 
their viewers considered them to be Catherine’s 
honor guards rather than her captors. 

The sun threw its rays upon the noble 
form and joyfully reflected itself in the richly 
woven gold cloak of the young queen. Even in 
bondage Catherine really ruled. Many would 
have willingly risked their lives to save the 
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eastern beauty, but all knew that Catherine 
would never approve of violence were she per¬ 
mitted to speak. 

True felicity was felt in all hearts that day. 
Not the sensual pleasure which we sometimes 
mistake for happiness, but the real thing was 
present. Strange as it may seem, the citizens 
were filled with some of the joy that was in 
Catherine’s heart. They started to feel happy 
for her because they knew she would soon be 
with her Beloved. 

“Soldiers! Where are you taking the 
Queen?” asked one brave fellow as the proces¬ 
sion turned a corner. 

“We are taking her to the temple square. 
There the beheading will take place.” 

“But, why the square? It is so far from 
the palace grounds.” 

“The Emperor wishes it so. Can you think 
of a better place to hold the execution than on 
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the same spot where His Majesty was insulted? 
Besides, more people will be able to see the 
beheading if it is held in the main square.” 

“We do not wish to see Catherine die. We 
want her to be our Queen.” 

“Hold your tongue! Do you want Maxi¬ 
minus to hear you? Beware, or you, too, will 
lose your head.” 

Onward marched the group of soldiers 
with their virgin captive. Past many little 
shops, inns, and homes they moved until they 
finally reached the famous temple square. 

This clearing in the city was gaily decor¬ 
ated for the main event of the day. Multicol¬ 
ored banners unfolded themselves in the warm 
Egyptian breeze, and many flutes and cymbals 
produced the bewitching music of the land of 
mystery. Florets were seen hanging from 
building to building which embraced the 
square. 
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Directly in front of the pagan temple and 
high above the crowd sat Maximinus upon a 
richly embellished throne. 

“Ah, Lady Catherine. I see we meet again. 
Only this time you are the one in confusion.” 

“I am not perplexed, Your Majesty. You 
see, I fully understand what I am about to do 
and will go through this execution for the 
love of Jesus Christ.” 

“Catherine, I see you are still a fool. But, 
once more, out of my respect for your intelli¬ 
gence and excelling beauty, I give you liberty 
to choose between this Christ and myself. Re¬ 
member! If you decide to come with me I will 
make you Empress of Rome, and you shall be 
honored throughout all the land. Now choose!” 

“O mighty Emperor, listen to what I say,” 
Catherine answered, “and you select for me. 
Shall I choose a powerful, glorious, and hand¬ 
some king for my spouse or one who is puny, 
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mortal, base, and deformed? Tell me, for your 
counsel is guided by men of wisdom.” 

Maximinus, feeling the smart in these 
words, boldly told Catherine of the many tor¬ 
ments waiting for her. 

“Fear not to bring your wicked punish¬ 
ments forward, for I desire with all my heart 
to become a complete offering for Jesus Christ. 
My Divine Spouse offered His flesh and blood 
for me, so I am willing to offer mine for Him.” 

No sooner had our Saint finished speaking 
when nine Egyptian slaves brought forth a 
huge instrument of torture. This masterpiece 
of some fiendish mind was made up of four 
wheels with a collection of sharp saws and 
piercing nails. The very sight of the wheel 
was supposed to be enough to make any pris¬ 
oner plead for mercy. 

“You see, Lady Catherine, I have had 
many of my best inventors at work. This ma- 
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chine is so made that two of its wheels will re¬ 
volve in one direction and the other wheels 
will turn in the opposite direction. By this 
grinding and ripping of your bones we will no 
longer be troubled with you.” 

“Let us begin. I am only too eager to lay 
down my life, for my reward will be great and 
eternal.” 

“It is fortunate that you did not win more 
of my people over to Christ before you leave 
us. How foolish my wife, Donna, and the sol¬ 
diers were to allow themselves to be bewitched 
by you. Now they own nothing but their 
graves.” 

“Worry not about dear Donna and the 
others. They are far more happy than we. 
They possess God, the greatest Treasure any 
soul could desire.” 

“Enough of this talk! Guards! Fasten this 
idiot to the machine.” 
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As Catherine was being tied to the torture 
instrument she asked God to have pity on all 
the good people who had to watch such an evil 
deed be performed. 

“My God, look not with anger upon these 
poor and unhappy people. They do not know 
You the way I do. If they knew You, they 
would surely love You, and love all persons 
and objects which remind them of You. For 
Your own honor and glory and for the conver¬ 
sion of the people, and in order that my nation 
may know Your power, make this instrument 
of the devil fall to pieces.” 

Instantly an angel of light descended from 
the heavens and struck the shocking mill with 
such a forcible blow that many standing near 
were killed by its collapse. 

Maximinus was filled with rage. 

“By this black magic of yours, you have 
caused confusion in the city and the death of 
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many. Woman, why don’t you listen to me? 
Once and for all, give up your delusion and 
you shall hold first place in all of Egypt.” 

“Never will I follow you, Maximinus. My 
soul was made for God alone and with Him I 
desire to be.” 

Then the Emperor, seeing that he could no 
longer lure Catherine, sentenced her to be be¬ 
headed. 

With great dignity the Queen of Alexan¬ 
dria ascended the stage and prepared herself 
for the fatal stroke: that stroke, which for her, 
was the key to paradise. 

As the soldier moved closer, Catherine fell 
to her knees and said: 

“O Jesus, my Divine Lover, I beg of You 
that whosoever shall praise Your name in my 
memory, call upon me to obtain Your mercy, 
ask my aid at the hour of death or in any ne¬ 
cessity, may receive a speedy answer to their 


PAGE 91 


prayer.” 

And a voice answered her request. 

“Gome, My love, My spouse, to your heav¬ 
enly home. The gates of Heaven are open to 
you; and to all who keep your memory on 
earth, I promise protection from Heaven.” 

The people were silent; the ax raised high. 
From the Emperor came the command to 
strike, and as the head of Catherine fell to the 
floor, her stainless soul soared to its Lover. 

Maximinus collapsed with fear and the 
people stared with awe, for instead of blood 
pouring from the severed parts of the holy vir¬ 
gin, milk gushed forth. 

“She is a Saint,” and “May God forgive 
us,” were some of the thoughts which rushed 
to the lips of many. 

Then angels descended to the sacred relics 
and carried the beautiful body of Catherine to 
the Mount of Sinai where they buried it with 
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great honor and dignity. 

Our heavenly Catherine wishes to help us 
in all our trials and sufferings. To prove this 
God allows, even to this day, a precious oil to 
flow from the bones of our Saint which invig¬ 
orates the limbs of the weak. 

Then, too, on the very day of her martyr¬ 
dom Catherine was thinking of us when she 
said her little prayer: 

“O Jesus, my Divine Lover, I beg of You 
that whosoever shall praise Your name in my 
memoiy, may receive a speedy answer to their 
prayer.” 

What love she must have for us! A love 
truly Christ-like which caused Catherine to 
have more concern over our needs than what 
she had for herself at the very hour of death. 

Years pass on and Saint Catherine still 
keeps that same love for us. 

When France, the Daughter of the Church, 
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was about to fall from the hands of the Dau¬ 
phin, it was Catherine of Alexandria who came 
to Joan of Arc and counseled her. Through the 
help of our Queen, a peasant girl conquered 
the mighty armies of England and returned 
France to its rightful Lord. 

Even today Saint Catherine is willing to 
help us overthrow our enemies in battle. To 
gain other souls for Christ is still her desire. 
And remember, to all who keep her memory on 
earth is promised the protection of Heaven. 

Saint Catherine of Alexandria, pray for us. 

The End 
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